GIFFORD and THE EARL OF OXFORD
Ye curious Carpet knights, that spend the time in sport and
play,
Abroad, and see new sights.   Your country's cause calls you
away;
Do not, to make your Ladies game, bring blemish to your
worthy name;
Away to field, and win renown;   with courage beat your
enemies down;
Stout hearts gain praise, when dastards sail in slander's seas.
Hap what hap shall, we sure shall die but once for all
Alarm!   methinks they cry.   Be packing, mates*    Be gone
with speed.
Our foes are very nigh; shame have that man that shrinks
at need.
Unto it boldly let us stand; God will give right the upper
hand;
Our cause is good, we need not doubt;  in sign of courage
give a shout.
March forth, be strong; good hap will come ere it be long;
Shrink not, fight well; for lusty lads must bear the bell
All you that will shun evil, must dwell in warfare every day.
The world, the flesh, and Devil always do seek our sours
decay;
Strive with these foes with  all your might;   so shall you
fight a worthy fight.
That conquest doth deserve most praistk, where vice does yield
to virtue's ways.
Beat down foul sin; a worthy crown then shall ye win;
If we live well, in Heaven with Christ our souls shall dwell
H, GlFKORD
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Fond Deslpe
Come hither, Shepherd swain.
Sir, what do you require ?
I pray thee, shew to me thy name*
My name is fond DESIRE*
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